2i8           LIFE  ON  THE STAGE
yet must I laugh whenever I think of Mr. Barrett's las " call" upon me.    We were unknowingly stopping i the same hotel.    On the way to the dining-room for bit of lunch,  Mr. Harriott and Mr. Barrett met, ex changed greetings, and when the latter found I was nc going to luncheon, and was moreover suffering from most severe attack of neuralgia, he asked if he could nc call upon me for a few moments.
Mr. Harriott looked doubtful, and while he hesitatec Mr. Barrett hastily added: " Of course I shall mere! say ' How do you do/ and express my sympathy, sine I know something about neuralgia myself — that's all/
Upon which they turned back, and Mr. Harriott ush ered the unexpected, the spick-and-span caller into m presence, with the reassuring word: " Mr. Barrett i sparing a moment or two of his time, Clara, to expres his sympathy for you." .
When a woman knows she is an "object," words c welcome for the unexpected visitor are apt to come hall ingly from the tongue, and that I was an " object" n one can deny.   A loose, pink dressing-gown was bad, knit white shawl huddled about the shoulders was worst but, oh, worst of all, my hair was all scrambled up t the top of my head (hair was dressed low then), and broad handkerchief bandage concealed from the eye, bu not from the nose, the presence of a remedial poultice a flour and brandy.
Truly it is such acts as this that brings many a well meaning but apparently demented husband into the di vorce court. Now any friend, relative, or servant woul have bravely but politely prevaricated to the last gas rather than have admitted a caller to me in that state but husbands have no discretion, husbands have no-well, that's too large a contract, so I'll keep to that cal
I was aghast for a moment, but the warm pressure c Mr. Barrett's hand, his brightening eye gave me sue an impression of sincerity in his pleased greeting that    ' forgot I was an "object," and asked him to sit dow